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It is easier to resist at the beginning than at the end.

—Leonardo da Vinci

A man cannot be too careful in the choice of his enemies.

—Oscar Wilde








PROLOGUE

AFTER YOU MURDER someone, life is never the same.

Ron Jameson found himself thinking about this all the time; he couldn’t get over the before and after differences.

Before, he’d been a hardworking mid-level attorney, billing his mega-hours, fair to both clients and opponents, responsive to his partners, honest to a fault.

Before, he had been a compassionate yet somewhat stern father to his two children, a righteous man who both taught and modeled the importance of respect—for property, for their mother, for other political, social, and religious viewpoints.

Before, he’d lived a circumspect, modestly successful, controlled existence, neither particularly happy nor sad, vaguely content most of the time, occasionally a bit bored, going through the motions.

Before, he’d been half-alive.

That had left the other half.

After he’d murdered the man who’d slept with his wife, it had taken him a while to get his bearings. Most of that time was spent worrying about what would happen if he were caught, about what he would tell his children and his wife. How he could justify himself and what he’d done to those he loved.

Every day he had lived with the constant fear that the police would catch onto him, that in spite of his best efforts he’d left a clue somewhere, key evidence that would convict him. He worried about going to jail, about spending the rest of his life in prison.

He was the sole support of his family; how would they all survive?

After, above all, he worried about how he could have turned into the man who could have actually done what he’d done.

When the police had found the incriminating evidence—a shell casing from the same make and caliber of the gun he’d used—on the boat of Geoff Cooke, his former best friend and partner in the law firm, it had taken him a while to understand. Mystifyingly, Geoff had apparently then used the same weapon to kill himself, which meant that the case was closed.

The police no longer believed that he’d done it. He was no longer a suspect.

It appeared that his law partner had in fact killed the philandering bastard.

When in reality—he came to understand—it had been his wife expertly shifting the blame from him to Geoff, protecting him and their marriage and their family, shooting his law partner and convincingly making it appear to have been a suicide, then planting the incriminating shell on Geoff’s boat.

Which meant that both of them, husband and wife, were killers.

And after you murder someone, life is never the same.
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“PLUS ÇA CHANGE, plus c’est la même chose.”

“I hate it when he does that,” Wes Farrell said.

Gina Roake nodded. “He knows that, and that’s about half the reason he does it.”

“Seven-eighths of the reason, to be precise,” Dismas Hardy said, “and precision is my middle name.”

“Dismas Precision Hardy,” Roake said. “It doesn’t exactly sing.”

“He just wants to rub it in that I don’t speak French.”

“That hardly qualifies as French,” Hardy replied, “since anyone with even half an education should have run into that phrase somewhere and figured out what it meant.”

“Well, I didn’t.”

“Tant pis pour toi.”

Farrell threw his hands up. “I rest my case.” Then, to Roake: “Maybe this isn’t going to work out after all.”

“It means ‘The more things change, the more they stay the same.’ ”

“Thank you so much,” Farrell said, “whatever the hell that means.”

On this late Tuesday morning in early January—a clear and crisp day outside—the three of them sat around the large mahogany table in the circular conference room of the stately Freeman Building on Sutter Street in downtown San Francisco. Because of its domed glass ceiling that rose to a height of fourteen feet above their heads, the space had earned the nickname of the Solarium. The room also featured a forest of assorted indoor plants at its periphery.

Dismas Hardy, the nominal host and managing partner of the law firm Hardy & Associates, leaned over and filled Farrell’s wineglass with Jordan Cabernet Sauvignon. “That should ease some of your pain. Meanwhile, I’ll try not to lapse into French again, since you’re so sensitive about it. Although, to be honest, I don’t seem to remember sensitivity as your most shining virtue.”

“That was before I was the district attorney. Now I’m sensitive about everything. Do you know how many sensitivity training classes I’ve taken in the last eight years?”

“Twelve?” Gina guessed.

Farrell shook his head. “Seventeen. I counted.”

Hardy snorted. “I don’t think I even realized there were seventeen things to be sensitive about. I mean, after gender and poverty and the homeless, the list shortens up real quick, doesn’t it? Oh, except, of course, women…”

“Watch it, buster,” Roake said, but leavened things with a smile.

Farrell swallowed some wine. “Add at least four subsets under each of those, you’re still not really close. You didn’t even mention animal rights, and those subsets, too. Grandparents’ rights. Left-handers’ rights. Fish.”

“Fish?” Hardy asked.

Farrell shrugged. “Probably. I tell you, the sensitivity epidemic is out of control.”

“Hey,” Roake said. “Our firm could have a motto. ‘Sensitive about everything.’ ”

“That would bring in a lot of work, that’s for sure.” Hardy sipped at his own wine. “But way to bring us back to the point, Gina.”

“Which was…? Oh yeah, the new firm.”

“Are we really going to do it?” Farrell asked.

“Up to you,” Hardy said.

Ten years before, these three attorneys, plus one, made up the core of the firm Freeman, Farrell, Hardy & Roake. But then, in rapid succession, David Freeman had died; Gina Roake, who had inherited the building after Freeman’s demise, had decided to take a sabbatical to pursue novel writing full-time; and Wes Farrell had stunningly and unexpectedly won election to district attorney, which necessitated the removal of his name from the firm’s roster.

But two months ago Farrell had been defeated going for his third term as DA, and at his wake of a victory party, which Gina and Hardy had both attended, someone had floated the idea of reconstituting the old firm—or what was left of it.

Hardy, who was looking to reduce his hours in any event, had followed up in a low-key yet persistent way, and now here they were.



AN HOUR LATER, the three of them were in a booth at Sam’s Grill, celebrating their decision to go ahead with the firm’s resurrection. Assertions about his sensitivity notwithstanding, Farrell rather famously wore a themed T-shirt every day that always pushed the limit on that score. There were those among his political supporters who believed that this was what had eventually caught up with him and cost him the election. Warmed up by the wine in the Solarium and a preprandial martini here, Farrell was midway through buttoning up his collar, having shown off today’s T-shirt, which read: “Alcohol—because no great story ever starts with a salad.”

Someone knocked on the panel and threw open the curtain.

“Ahoy, commoners,” Abe Glitsky said by way of greeting. “I thought I heard familiar voices behind this shroud.”

“He’s a trained detective,” Hardy said. “Nothing escapes.”

“Former detective,” Glitsky corrected him, not that anybody needed to be reminded. All of the voices he’d heard behind the curtain were indeed familiar to him. Hardy had been his best friend since they were beat cops together nearly forty years ago. He knew Gina from her days with the earlier iteration of Hardy’s law firm. And he’d worked for Farrell in the district attorney’s investigative unit until only a few weeks before, when he’d retired as the new DA’s administration had gotten itself settled in.

Tall and broad, with a scar through both lips, milk chocolate skin, and blue eyes—his mother had been black and his father Jewish—Glitsky projected a threatening and, to some, even terrifying demeanor. Before he’d gone to work for Wes’s DA’s office, he had risen through the police department—patrolman, Robbery, Vice, head of Homicide—until he eventually became the deputy chief of inspectors. “A former detective, I might add,” he said, “now well and truly retired.”

“And how’s that going?” Farrell asked.

“He hates it.” Glitsky’s wife, Treya, appeared from behind her husband. “He’ll tell you he’s loving it, but that’s a lie. And I don’t like it so much, either.” Treya had been Farrell’s secretary during the eight years of his administration, and like her husband had resigned when her boss had left office.

“Well,” Gina said, “maybe our new firm can dig up some work for both of you. Would you like to join us for lunch and talk about it?”

Glitsky jumped at the invitation. “If it’s no trouble,” he said. Coming forward, he pulled one of the chairs back, stepping aside to hold it for Treya. “So,” Glitsky said as he took his own seat, “is it just me? Or does this little gathering smack of conspiracy?”

“Nothing so dramatic,” Gina said. “We’re just reconstituting the old firm. Or talking about it, anyway.”

“We’re thinking we could have more fun than just each of us working alone,” Hardy said.

“Lawyers looking for fun,” Glitsky said. “There’s something you don’t hear about every day.”

“We’re breaking the mold,” Farrell said. “It’ll be a brave new world.”



DIZZY FROM THE wine and more than a little breathless from the climb up the hill from Sam’s, Hardy ascended the eight stone steps that led to the doorway of the Freeman Building. Opening the brass-trimmed door to the circular lobby with its marble floor and upholstered wallpaper, he caught his breath for the next twelve steps up the ornately filigreed cast-iron spiral staircase that led to the first floor and its wide-open oval reception area.

Halfway across that space, on his way to his office, Hardy stopped again, made a face, and changed course. Seated behind the low wooden wall that delineated the workstation of his long-suffering secretary, Phyllis, sat another woman whose name, he was pretty sure, was Karen, the secretary to one of the junior associates.

He checked his watch. It was 2:30, long after Phyllis in the normal course of events would have returned from lunch—if she had taken one in the first place, which was a rare enough occurrence. Most days, loath to abandon her post, deeply committed to her sacred mission of controlling access to visitors to Hardy’s office, Phyllis ate from her little plastic salad container and drank her bottled water at her desk.

But she wasn’t there now.

Karen—Karen?—had a phone bud in her ear and was speaking with someone, and Hardy waited in front of her until she bid good-bye to whoever it was and looked up at him, stood with a smile, and extended a hand. “Hello, I’m Kathleen. Mr. Peek’s secretary?”

Hardy shook her hand. “Yes, of course, Kathleen.” His famous though sometimes AWOL memory suddenly kicked in. “Kathleen Mavone Wheeler, if I’m not mistaken.”

“Wow,” she said. “You got my whole name. I’m impressed.”

Hardy shrugged. “Old party trick. But what are you doing up here? Is Phyllis all right?”

“I really don’t know. Mr. Peek just asked me if I could handle the phones for a while and here I am. She had to leave unexpectedly.”

“There’s a first,” Hardy said. “But thanks for filling in. I appreciate your flexibility. Would you ask Don”—Mr. Peek—“to come down when he gets a second? Oh, and when I get calls, would you please buzz me on the intercom to let me know who it is before you patch them through? I’ve got my cell for my friends, but business calls I like a little warning. Good?”

“Of course.”

“Excellent.”

Less than a minute later, Hardy had just hung his suit coat over the chair behind his desk when he looked up, frowning at the knock on his door. Hadn’t he just told Kathleen-not-Karen that he liked a little advance warning before…?

But no. He’d only mentioned phone calls. And he’d asked her to call Don Peek and have him come down, so that was almost undoubtedly who was now at the door. But if Kathleen stayed on, even for a short while, he’d need to bring her up to speed on how he liked things handled. The revelation struck him that Phyllis was more valuable to him than he might have realized. It brought him up short. But for now: “Come in.”

Don Peek, large and genial, with a horsey smile, opened the door and took half a second to acclimatize to the grandeur of the managing partner’s office, with its Persian rugs covering the hardwood floors under the two separate seating areas—one formal, one less so—the wet bar, the espresso machine, the wine cooler. Nodding approval, he came around to Hardy. “You wanted to see me?”

“I did. Do you know what’s up with Phyllis? She just left in the middle of the day?”

He nodded. “About an hour ago. Norma”—the office manager—“was still at lunch and I was the first office down the hall, so Phyllis came to me and said she had to leave right away: some crisis in her family.”

“In her family?”

“That’s what she said.”

What family? Hardy thought. He’d never heard her talk about any siblings, and both of her parents were deceased. “How did she seem?”

Don Peek shrugged. “Pretty much regular Phyllis-like,” he said. “No offense.”

“No. I know what you mean. No mention of when she might be coming back?”

“No. And I didn’t ask. Sorry.”

Hardy waved away the apology. “No worries. I’m sure she’ll let us know the second she’s able to. It’s just a little odd. No. A lot odd, actually.”

“Well, as you say, she’ll probably call. Meanwhile…” Peek made some vague motion back in the direction of his office and showed off his grin. “Billables await.”

“Go get ’em,” Hardy said. “Don’t let me keep you. Thanks for coming down.”



EITHER KATHLEEN HAD held all of his calls as Hardy had requested or he hadn’t gotten any. When, at a quarter to five, he woke up from the hour-long nap he’d taken on his office couch, he sat up and walked over to his espresso machine, got a cup going, then crossed to his desk and pushed the intercom button. “Yo, Kathleen,” he said. “I’m back in the land of the living. Did I get any calls during that little hiatus?”

“Nothing, sir.”

“Slow day on the prairie, I guess. And still no word from Phyllis?”

“No, sir.”

“Hmm. Is Norma in her office?”

A pause while Kathleen turned around to look. “Yes, sir.”

“If she tries to make a getaway before I come out, please ask her to wait for me.”

“Yes, sir.”

Straightening, he checked the mirror on his closet door, buttoning up his shirt and tightening the knot of his tie. The machine finished spitting out his two-ounce cup of coffee and he drank it down black. Going around his desk, he grabbed his suit coat and put it on, then once again noted his reflection in the mirror. Good to go.

For an old guy, he didn’t think he was doing too badly.

Hell, he thought, he was about to launch a new firm, or relaunch an old one. Either way, the idea excited him. He still had his energy and his wits about him, to say nothing of a wife whom he loved, two healthy grown-up children, and a small but select coterie of close friends.

In fact, he suddenly realized that, except for the somewhat disconcerting disappearance of Phyllis, his life was all but perfect.

And even the Phyllis situation, he thought, would probably…






2

“IT’LL PROBABLY, I hope, turn out to be nothing,” Hardy said. It was just after six o’clock in the evening the next day, Wednesday.

“Do you really believe that?” Glitsky asked. “And if so, tell me again why there’s a hurry here when it’s just as likely you’ll be able to ask her tomorrow when she comes to work.”

“Okay, you win,” Hardy said. “In fact, I’m officially worried. This is her second full day of missing work. I’ve been waiting for her to call but we haven’t heard a word. She’s never done anything remotely like this before and it’s just plain not who she is. She’s not answering her cell phone and there’s no pickup on her home phone. I think she might be in trouble.”

“Then this isn’t probably nothing, which is how you and I got started here. You’ve got to make up your mind: probably nothing or probably something.”

“I’ve made it up. I’m going down to her place as soon as I can.”

“And do what?”

“Knock at her door. If she’s not there, take a look around the neighborhood.”

“Why don’t you ask Wyatt”—this was Wyatt Hunt, Hardy’s go-to investigator—“to run down and have a look?”

“He’s stuck at home with a sick kid. Out of commission.”

Glitsky let a silence build on the line.

Finally, Hardy said, “Look, Abe, your lovely wife mentioned yesterday that you were perhaps a little bored with your retirement, and I thought it wasn’t impossible that you’d like to go for a ride-along just for the thrill of it all.”

After a pause Glitsky said, “When were you thinking of heading out?”

“How fast can you get here?”

“Fifteen minutes.”

“Great. I’m still at the office. I’ll meet you out front.”



HER APARTMENT WAS a flat on Silver Avenue, near the south edge of the city. From the street, it looked to be a twin of Glitsky’s own two-unit building, with an exposed stairway on the left beside the garage leading to a second-floor entrance to the apartment proper. When they got there at 7:25, Glitsky pulled up to an open space at the curb directly across the street. “This can’t be the right address,” he said. “The parking place is way too close.”

“Divine intervention,” Hardy replied. “It’s a sign we’re supposed to be here.” He pointed out across Glitsky’s chest. “That would be her apartment above the garage, I think.”

“Pretty dark.”

“It is.” Hardy let out a breath, then another one. “Well,” he said, suddenly opening his passenger door, “you coming?”

The street was light on both car and foot traffic and featured about half residential flats like Phyllis’s and half commercial storefronts: a body shop, an electrical supply store, a laundromat, a nail salon, a mom-and-pop grocery store at the corner, a few empty windows. Streetlights cast their feeble glows intermittently.

Hardy, his breath vaporing in the chill, stopped and shined his cell phone flashlight at the mailbox built into the stucco at the bottom of the stairs. As Glitsky came up alongside him, he said, “This is her, all right. McGowan.”

Glitsky leaned in to verify. “McGowan. Check. Okay, now what?”

“Now we knock on the door.”

A minute later they’d done that to no avail and Hardy had also called her landline number. They stood on the cold outside landing and listened to the phone ring inside the apartment until it stopped and her voicemail picked up.

“Well,” Glitsky said, “this has been a treat. I’m glad I got to know a new place.” He started back down the stairs.

“Abe.”

Continuing down for a step or two, he finally stopped and turned. “Now what?”

“I still don’t like it.”

Glitsky said nothing. Sighing, with a pitying expression he shook his head, then looked up at his friend.

Hardy went on. “This woman has worked for me for over twenty years. Before yesterday, she has perhaps three times called in sick. She doesn’t have a family member or any next of kin in her HR file. In fact, she doesn’t have an alternate contact at all. This flat is the only address we have for her. So where can she be? Where did she go?”

“Someplace. It’s just possible she’s developed a life, isn’t it?”

“Maybe, but unlikely. No sign of it until yesterday in any event.”

“So what are you thinking?”

“You might not like it.”

“Well, there’s a promising start.”



A FEW MONTHS before, Wyatt Hunt had had occasion to break into the apartment of a murder suspect, and what he found there had led to that man’s arrest and a dismissal for Hardy’s client. After the dust had settled on that case, Hardy had begged and pleaded and finally persuaded Hunt to give him a few lessons in lock picking. Just for fun. It wasn’t as though he was ever going to use the information, but what a cool thing—Hardy had argued—to know about.

Now he and Glitsky stood inside the front door, which Hardy had carefully closed behind them. Turning on the main room lights, he folded his burglar’s tool kit back up and dropped it in his pocket. Grinning like a fool, he said, “That was way easier than I thought it would be.”

Glitsky didn’t share his enthusiasm. “This is just wrong on so many levels.”

“You’re right, of course. But since we’re here…”

“We make sure she’s not dead, Diz. That’s why we’re here, even though it’s no excuse for us being inside her apartment. If she’s not here, then we get out fast.” His face clouded with a new thought. “But even so, if she is here and dead and we call it in, how do we explain…?”

“She gave me a set of her keys long ago for just such an eventuality. She’d basically invited me to come in and check if I got worried about her.”

“Did you just come up with that?”

“Situations like this, it’s better if you have a plausible story.”

“Sometimes you’re a little scary, you know that?”

“I like to think more than sometimes, but thank you.”

The front door opened directly into the living room and now Hardy crossed the room and turned into another doorway, flicking on more lights in the kitchen. “I’ll take this side,” he said.

Leaving Glitsky to his own devices, turning on lights as he went, Hardy went into the kitchen, where several dishes and mugs were neatly arranged on a counter drying rack. Turning left out of the kitchen, Hardy entered a short hallway, checked out a tidy bathroom with a glance, then got to what obviously was Phyllis’s bedroom.

The queen-sized bed was neatly made up, with some flounce pillows at the head and a quilt of bright yellow sunflowers. Two matching mahogany nightstands with reading lamps flanked the bed—the left one held a stack of six paperback books, A Man Called Ove on the top. Pulling the sleeve of his dress shirt over his hand so he wouldn’t inadvertently leave any fingerprint or other trace of his presence, Hardy reached down and opened the drawer and was surprised to see a semiautomatic handgun that he had to force himself not to pick up or even touch. He closed the drawer just as he’d found it.

Across the bed, the other nightstand was bare except for a doily under the reading lamp. He went around the bed and, still careful with his fingers, opened the other drawer, but this one contained only a Costco-sized bottle of ibuprofen.

The small clothes closet held no surprises, nor did the six-drawer dresser or its surface. Everything was as he would have predicted from what he knew of Phyllis and her personality and habits. For a last couple of seconds, he stood at the doorway looking back into the bedroom for something he might have missed, and then, marginally satisfied, switching off the lights as he passed them, he headed down the hallway back to the kitchen, then into the living room again, where there was no sign of Glitsky.

Hardy took a few steps down the other hallway, which led off toward the back half of the apartment. “Paging Dr. Glitsky?”

“Down here.”

Hardy got to the second left door and, looking in, saw Abe leaning over a desk, scowling. “I’m trying not to touch anything,” he said. “But it’s a challenge.”

“I had the same experience in her bedroom. She’s got a gun in a drawer next to her bed. What do you got?”

“Envelopes addressed here, this address, to Adam McGowan.”

“Her brother?”

“Or maybe cousin? You want more?”

“Always.”

Glitsky reached behind him and opened the closet in the opposite wall, which contained some men’s pants, a pair of men’s shoes, a few hanging shirts, and a pile of dirty clothes on the floor. “This is a guy’s room. Adam’s. Who, I might add, might come home at any moment, and that would be awkward, to say the least. I’ve heard a rumor that an unlawful-entry beef might cost you your bar card.”

“Thanks for the reminder.” Hardy, his adrenaline suddenly pumping, took a quick last glance around the small second bedroom: a thrift store dresser, a single unmade bed. “You’re right,” he said. “We need to leave.”

But when they got to the front door again, Glitsky told Hardy to wait a minute as he walked across to the nearer of the two couches. Removing the cushions, he nodded with satisfaction, then leaned over and lifted out the fold-a-bed, this one casually made up with a sheet and a plain green blanket.

For a second or two he seemed to be studying the room in this new light. Reaching over, he pulled all of the magazines out of the leather rack next to the fold-a-bed and flipped through them, then put them back as he’d found them. Folding up the bed, he replaced the cushions as they’d been, then went to the couch across the room.

At the open front door, Hardy stood waiting. “Anytime today, huh?”

Ignoring him, Glitsky held up his index finger, then turned back around and directed his attention to the second couch. Once again removing the cushions, he found himself looking at another fold-a-bed, which he didn’t bother to open out. Instead, in an obvious hurry now, moving quickly, he put the cushions back, gave the room a last look, and strode over to where Hardy had already stepped outside.

“Lights,” Hardy whispered.

Nodding, Glitsky hit the switch, checked to make sure that the place was completely dark and that the doorknob, locked from the inside, wouldn’t turn. “Relock the dead bolt?” he asked.

“I think not. Let them believe they forgot to lock it going out.”

“Fine by me.”

At the bottom of the steps, the quiet street remained deserted. Hardy stepped onto the sidewalk, swung around to his left, and checked the shoulder-high window in the garage door. “Nobody home,” he said, “but we already knew that, didn’t we? Are you having a heart attack?”

“Pretty close,” Glitsky said.

“Me too.” Hardy had his car keys out and started jogging across the street. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”
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WHEN HARDY ARRIVED at the office at 9:00 the following Monday morning, Phyllis was fielding phone calls, typing at her computer, and otherwise being her usual multitasking self behind the low oval wall that delineated her space in the firm’s main lobby. On Sunday she had called and with no further explanation left a message on Hardy’s office line that she would be back at work at the start of the week—just to let him know. So he wasn’t so much shocked to see her at her workstation as surprised that she appeared none the worse for wear.

When she saw him, she was talking into her headpiece, but held up her index finger in greeting—she’d be with him in a minute—and then spun away from him to continue her conversation. Hardy paused as he came up to her, took a beat, then shrugged his shoulders and continued around to his office.

He’d barely gotten into his chair, getting some papers out of his briefcase, when his intercom buzzed. Thinking that he might as well follow Phyllis’s lead and get back to normal, he said, “Yo,” which drove her crazy, because this was not the mature response she expected of a professional attorney like himself. Then he doubled down. “What up?”

He noted her gratifying sigh of frustration before she said, “Mr. Farrell would like a moment.”

“Well, then, by all means let’s give him one. Is he out there now?”

“He is.”

“Send him on in. Oh, and, Phyllis…?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Is everything all right?”

“Fine. Thank you.”

“Good. But I did want to mention that if you get a few minutes later on this morning, maybe you could stop in for a minute or two. Say hello.”

After a split-second hesitation that he might not have even recognized except that he was so attuned to her rhythms, she said, “Of course.”

“Maybe after I finish up with Wes. How’s that sound?”

“As you wish, sir.”

“I think I do. Let’s call it a plan. Meanwhile, you can send Wes on in.”

“Yes, sir. He’s on his way.”

Five seconds later Wes knocked and then pulled open the door. “I want to have Phyllis guard my office like she guards yours.”

Hardy shook his head. “Can’t do it, and even if I could, beware what you wish for.”

“People always say that. I don’t really get it. I don’t wish for something if I don’t really want it. So what’s to beware of?”

“Unintended consequences. Phyllis stands guard outside your office, she scares away clients, and next thing you know, you go broke. Or you get your million dollars and lose your friends because you don’t share it enough and they think you’re selfish. Or you get elected DA and you prosecute some guy whose mother hates you and unexpectedly shoots you in the head.”

“Oh yeah, stuff like that happens all the time.”

Hardy grinned. “Just sayin’. Unintended consequences. So what can I do for you?”

Wes cocked his head, sparrow-like. “Give me a minute. All that philosophy derailed my train of thought. It’ll come back to me. Meanwhile…” Plopping himself down onto one of the chairs in front of Hardy’s desk, he put an ankle on his knee and brought a hand up to his chin.

“Something to do with the office?” Hardy prompted him.

“Probably.” Suddenly his eyes lit up. “Ah. Got it. Treya, not Phyllis. I’m thinking about bringing her on board here as my assistant. She’s been with me eight years and I don’t really think she’s ready to retire. She doesn’t think so, either, I believe. She just felt like she couldn’t work for Ron Jameson.”

“She’s joining a big club,” Hardy said.

“Not big enough. And I’m not saying that because I was the greatest DA in history—I made a lot of mistakes—but at least I tried to be fair and do the right thing most of the time. I don’t think Jameson gives one little tiny shit about any of that. I still can’t believe the whole office didn’t walk out when he won by a whopping nine hundred and seventy-two votes.”

“They’ve got jobs they need, Wes. They’re waiting for their pensions. They’re choosing to believe it won’t be so bad.”

“They are wrong, you know. It’s going to be that bad. The guy’s a true menace.”

“Well…”

“You’re just thinking this is me being a sore loser.”

“Not at all. And by the way, even if you were, you’d have every right. He probably scared away twenty thousand people, and certainly nine hundred and seventy-two, who would have voted for you if he hadn’t convinced them that having their name and address on the ballot rolls might attract attention to their families and have their grandparents or parents or siblings, or even their friends, turned over to ICE”—Immigration and Customs Enforcement, also known as la migra—“and sent back to Mexico or El Salvador or wherever.”

“And all the while pretending he was on their side, just trying to protect them. Don’t vote and stay safe. It makes me sick.”

Hardy shook his head, then straightened up behind his desk. “But, hey, we’ve been through this ad nauseam, haven’t we?”

“And then some. I know. Sorry. It’s just so damn hard to accept.”

“Yeah, but on the bright side, you can run again in four years and then go back and get him arrested for everything he’s done wrong—which, believe me, by then will be a lot.”

“Ha! If he doesn’t have me killed first.”

“I doubt that. Let’s not go there.”

“No? Really?”

“I know the rumors, but I don’t think he’s quite down to that level, Wes.” The rumors were that Ron Jameson had killed his wife’s purported lover, another attorney named Peter Ash, a couple of years before, and then framed his law partner, Geoff Cooke, for that murder… before killing him, too, and making it look like a suicide. In spite of the rumors, no charges had ever been filed, and the whole affair got written off to dirty politics. “The guy’s an asshole,” Hardy said, “but I don’t believe he’s an actual killer, and—no offense, Wes—when you bring that up, you sound just a smidge paranoid yourself.”

“Just ’cause you’re paranoid—”

Hardy held up a hand. “Don’t go there. Especially when you’ve got a bunch of real, verifiable, awful things the guy’s done. The election being one. But thinking he’s actually capable of murder, that just undercuts your legitimate concerns, is all I’m saying.”

“I hope you’re right.”

Hardy scratched at his desk for a long moment.

“What?” Wes asked. “You’re pissed off at me.”

Hardy shook his head. “Not really. Just trying to pull the reins on you wasting your time. You got beat, he probably cheated or at least played unethically, and that really sucks, I agree, but it’s done and he’s not going to come back at you.”

“He might if I come after him.”

“And why would you do that?”

“So I can beat him in four years.”

“Okay, but this campaign’s over. Beating Ron Jameson is just not your job anymore.”

Wes considered, then let out a heavy sigh. “All right. You win. But it really is just a bitch.”

“I hear you, and I’m not trying to win anything. But it’s ugly enough out there, Wes. No reason for you to add to it, not when you’ve got good work you can do here, make a little money, lick your wounds. Life’s good, or can be. Our job is to spread the word.”

“All right, all right.” Wes was up on his feet. “So, back to the point: How do you feel about Treya?”

“I love her,” Hardy said. “And always have.”

“I mean working here.”

“You’re a full partner here, Wes. If you need her, you need her. Bring her on. It’s entirely your call.”

“I like that answer.”

Hardy broke a small grin. “What’s not to like?”



“YOU WANTED TO see me, sir?”

“I did, Phyllis. Come on in. Have a chair.”

“Thank you.”

Hardy’s secretary/receptionist was sixty-three years old. She cut her hair short and did not dye it, nor did she use much makeup. Tall and slender, she wore wire-rim glasses and no-nonsense footwear. She favored pale dresses and skirts that reached below her knees and the tops of those dresses or blouses or sweaters around her neck. He’d never seen her in pants.

At one of Hardy’s earliest office Christmas parties, just after he’d come on as an associate in the firm, Phyllis—in tasteful makeup, eye shadow, and mascara—had arrived in low heels, a fashionable dark green and red dress revealing some cleavage, and a stylish shoulder-length haircut that showed off the blond highlights in her lovely tawny hair. At first glance Hardy had thought she was one of the new young secretaries he hadn’t met yet, and a cute one at that.

Now, as she sat down across from him, he could not find much of a trace of the young woman she’d been back then. In many ways, he had to admit, her graceful surrender to age was enviable. She was who she was: efficient, competent, tireless—a jewel, perhaps in the rough, but valuable and valued nonetheless. Even a few days working with Don Peek’s secretary Kathleen as her replacement had reassured him on that score.

Hardy decided to get up from behind his desk and take the matching chair across from her, and as he sat down, he broke what he hoped was a welcoming smile. “So,” he began, “can I get you anything? Cup of coffee? Tea?”

“Thank you,” she said. “I’m fine. You wanted to see me? I’ve left Kathleen at the desk. She’s holding your calls.”

“Great. Let’s see if she does.”

“Sir?”

“Never mind. A bit of a lame joke, I’m afraid.”

She sat waiting, finally clearing her throat. “I’m assuming that this is about last week.”

“You’d be assuming right,” Hardy said. “Only in the sense, though, that we all were worried about you.”

“I’m sorry for that, sir. I didn’t mean to upset anyone. I had a personal issue come up that I had to take care of. If I would have known beforehand, I would have given you some more warning, but there just wasn’t time. I had the vacation accrued… Norma said it would be all right—that I could also have charged it to sick time—so I didn’t think it would be a problem.”

Hardy held up a hand. “There’s no problem with the time off, Phyllis. I’m sure we owe you a month or maybe two or, between vacations and sick days, probably close to a year. I don’t remember the last time you took a sick day. That’s the least of my concerns.”

“Well, then…”

“But then you didn’t pick up any of your emergency numbers, and that was disconcerting.”

“I’m sorry about that.”

But still, Hardy noticed, no explanation why. “Well,” he said, “I guess I’m just checking to see that you’re all right. If there’s anything we can help you with.”

Phyllis straightened her back, coming forward in the chair. She looked down, then over at Hardy with a small smile that all but failed. “I appreciate that. Thank you. But as I said, it was a personal matter. I’m sure that things are now under control.”

“That’s good to hear. But even if the immediate emergency has passed, or you could just use a little more time, I’m sure we could work something out. And you know the firm has resources that might be helpful if you or somebody you know is in some kind of… situation.”

“No.” She shook her head with some emphasis. “It’s just something I had to take care of,” she said. “And now it’s all good. Really. All worked out.”

Hardy, wishing now more than ever that he’d never entered her apartment and found the gun in her bedroom drawer and learned of her brother or cousin or whatever he was, spread his hands, then brought them back down to rest on his knees. “Okay, then. If anything changes, you know where to find me.”

“I do. Thank you, sir. I’m sure nothing like this will happen again, and I’m truly sorry for any inconvenience.”

“If you apologize to me one more time, Phyllis, I’m going to have to fire you.”

“Yes, sir. I’m sorry.”

“I won’t count that one.”

“What? Oh, I’m…” She brought her hand up to her mouth.

“Good catch,” Hardy said.



WHEN HIS LANDLINE phone jangled on his desk, Hardy jumped about a foot from the surprise and slammed his thighs into the underside of his desk. Swearing aloud, he wondered if Phyllis had left her station again and, if so, who might be out manning the phones. He reasoned that it couldn’t be Phyllis because she would have, as always, used his intercom after first vetting the caller and getting Hardy’s approval to put the call through.

But meanwhile the phone rang again and he grabbed at it. “Dismas Hardy,” he growled.

The voice on the phone replied, “Adam McGowan.”

“Well, Mr. McGowan, you sound exactly like my friend Abe Glitsky.”

“Yeah, but you’ll want to hear about Adam McGowan.”

“What about him?”

“Six weeks ago, guess where he got out from? Here’s a hint. Avenal State Prison.”

“That’s kind of a big hint. What was he doing there?”

“Twenty-five to life for armed robbery, for which he served the minimum twenty-five. He got arrested when he was twenty-one, which, if my math holds up, makes him forty-six now.”

“And living with Phyllis upon his release.”

“Looks like.”

“Where did you get this?”

“The inter-webs, with a little help from some friends in law enforcement.”

Hardy digested that for a minute. “Well, whatever it was,” he said, “it appears to be all cleared up, and Phyllis doesn’t want to talk about it.”

“You’ve talked to her?”

“I have. Not that it was the most scintillating conversation of my life. But she’s back at work as of this morning and everything’s fine. She had a family crisis that’s all been taken care of. And whatever it was, it wasn’t any of my business, so that’s the end of that.”

“I bet it’s not. The end of it, I mean.”

“Well, you may be right, but it is for the moment, and until something else happens, she made it pretty clear that she doesn’t want anybody else involved. Like, for example, me.”

“She’s protecting Adam from something, you realize. He’s back in trouble.”

“Not unlikely, I grant you. But I’m not inclined to try to find out whatever it is on my own. And I think you and I have already gone about as far down that road as I’m comfortable with. In fact, quite a bit farther.”

“You don’t have to remind me. But”—Glitsky’s voice went down a notch in volume—“since nobody interrupted us, it breaks my heart now we didn’t stay around a little longer.”

“Oh yeah. And then we could have watched me get a real heart attack.”

“You would have been fine. That was just a little adrenaline rush.”

“It didn’t feel so little. It felt like a sledgehammer beating my heart to a pulp.”

“It never would have hurt you.”

“Maybe, but I didn’t want to find out. Besides, what would we have been staying around longer to check out that we hadn’t already seen?”

“How about what was going on in her living room?”

“Was something going on in her living room?”

“Undoubtedly.”

“You never mentioned that at the time.”

“I didn’t? I guess I was busy with our getaway. But something was happening there besides Adam and whatever he was doing in his back room. The couches both folded out and had been slept on.”

“And this means?”

“Well, from what we know about Phyllis, she isn’t exactly the have-friends-over-for-a-sleepover type, is she?”

“Probably not.”

“To say nothing about the magazines.”

“What about them?”

“Half of them were in Spanish.”

“Really?”

“Really. So what do you suppose that means?”

Hardy rubbed the phone against the side of his jaw. “I don’t know. But it’s a little odd, to say the least. If she speaks Spanish, I’ve never heard her, and there’s been plenty of opportunity here in the office for that over the years.”

“See what I mean? Mysteries abound. We should have stayed awhile longer.”

“Except for that whole unlawful entry thing. Oh, and let’s not forget her absolute right to privacy, which we’ve already pretty severely compromised.”

“Picky, picky.”

“Maybe, but we’re just going to have to live with the mystery. And while we’re talking, I think Treya’s right about you maybe getting a little bit bored with retirement.”

“No, I love sudoku. It’s really great.”

“I’m glad to hear it. But would you like me to keep my eyes open for the random investigator moment—maybe talk to Wyatt—just on the off chance?”

Glitsky hesitated. Hardy heard him draw in a breath. “I don’t see how it could hurt.”
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HARDY COULD BE as glib and even self-righteous as he wanted with Glitsky, but the news about Adam McGowan’s criminal record—to say nothing of the gun in Phyllis’s bedroom drawer and the fold-a-beds and the Spanish magazines in her living room—was playing havoc with his conscience. These were facts that in the normal course of his life he really shouldn’t know anything about. If he’d simply minded his own business and, by the way, not broken the law, then none of this stuff would be plaguing him the way it was.

On the other hand, though he was sorely tempted, he couldn’t very well bring up any questions he might have with Phyllis without admitting what he’d done. And what he’d done had been unequivocally, perhaps unforgivably, wrong. For the first time in a decade or more, Hardy found himself wrestling with his childhood Catholic demons. Breaking into Phyllis’s home—and the justification for it that he’d conned himself into believing—felt in his heart like what at one time he would have called a mortal sin.

And adding to the gravity of the situation, he was sure that Abe was right: whatever had caused Phyllis to take those days off, in spite of her protestations to the contrary, was very probably not over. She’d either volunteered or been pressured into taking into her home a relative with a serious criminal record, and regardless of which one it was—brother or cousin—the basic situation was unlikely to be a recipe for a tranquil and uneventful future. Hardy knew that it might be irrational, but he suddenly felt in his gut that some terrible thing was going to happen to Phyllis, and because of his indefensible behavior he couldn’t discuss with her that possibility and/or some strategies that might prevent it.

He stood up, came around his desk, walked over to his door, and opened it. Phyllis was once again not at her station. While this explained Glitsky’s phone call coming directly to him at his desk rather than the normal route via his intercom, it was also a sign that all was not back to normal in Phyllis’s world. This was a woman who never even so much as went to the bathroom without making sure that someone else was covering the phones, especially Hardy’s, and access to his office.

Off to Hardy’s left, Norma’s door yawned open, and seeing the office manager working at her desk, he crossed over and knocked on the lintel. “Sorry to bother you,” he said, “but have you seen Phyllis recently?”

Norma leaned over to get a view of the receptionist’s area and, confirming that it was unoccupied, said, “I think she must have just gone down the hall for a minute.”

“Would you mind checking?” Hardy asked. “After last week, I’m just a little worried about her.”

“I am, too, to tell you the truth, sir. She’s been a little distracted all morning. I mean, for Phyllis. Plus, it’s not like her to leave without coverage.”

“That’s what I was thinking.”

“Okay, then.” Norma, up and moving, came around her desk. “I’ll be right back.”

“I’ll be at Gina’s,” Hardy said, and headed out behind her.



ROAKE HAD GIVEN up her active law practice to pursue a second career writing novels. She’d since published three books to modest critical acclaim and much more modest financial reward. Her connection to the firm had remained strong during this time, since the original firm’s founder, David Freeman, had been her fiancé and he’d named her in his will as the inheritor of the building. After his murder, she had never even vacated her large corner office.

Hardy knocked at her door.

“It’s open. Come on in.”

Hardy complied, saw Gina standing over by her bookshelves, and said hello.

“Rats,” she said. “I thought you might have been my first real new client.”

“On day one?”

“The word’s out that I’m back in the fight, Diz. I was marketing like a crazy person all over town last week. I thought they’d be knocking down my door by now.”

“You know that many active criminals with money in need of counsel?”

“More than you’d believe, I’m afraid. Where do you think I got the grist for all of my books? You think I could have made up all that stuff?”

“Given your imagination, absolutely.”

“Well, actually, you’re right. I did make ’em up. My plots, I mean.” She ran a hand through her thick black hair and broke a wide smile—all white teeth and sparkling green eyes. “But I always liked to keep up connections with my clients for deep background. I’m thinking they ought to start showing up here anytime now. And between you and me, I just can’t wait to rejoin the billable world, those lovely six-minute increments where if you put in the work, there’s a pretty good chance you’re going to be compensated.”

“As opposed to…?”

“As opposed to another industry I could mention if I were a bitter failed writer type of person, which of course I am not.”

“Of course not. And hardly a failure. Three novels. All outstanding.”

“And strike three you’re out, too, though you’re nice to say so.”

“Well, in any event”—Hardy closed the door behind him—“can you spare a minute?”

“Sure.” She boosted herself up onto some low file drawers under one of the corner windows. Unlike Phyllis, who was about the same age, Gina had no compunctions about showing off her legs or any other part of the rest of her zaftig figure. Now, getting herself comfortably arranged sitting on the table, she crossed her shapely ankles and swung them back and forth like a schoolgirl. “What’s up?”

For all of the lighthearted bonhomie between them, Hardy and Roake had spent significant time in the legal and ethical trenches together. Each knew secrets about the other that, if revealed, would have ruined reputations and careers.


“Our Town”

by Sheila Marrenas

Perhaps the most sensational unsolved crime in the recent history of San Francisco is the so-called Dockside Massacre, which took place eleven years ago this month on Pier 70, in the industrial wasteland just north of Hunters Point. On that cold afternoon, police responded to reports of multiple gunshots only to arrive and discover five bodies, including that of Chief of Homicide Lieutenant Barry Gerson, where they had fallen after what the evidence indicated was a horrific gunfight—over two hundred spent casings from at least nine different weapons littered the pier.

The other four dead men included John Holiday, a former pharmacist and current owner of The Ark, a seedy downtown bar, and three off-duty Patrol Specials—Nick Sephia, Julio Rez, and Roy Panos. (For those unfamiliar with the term, Patrol Specials are supplemental private security forces licensed and supervised by the city’s Police Department. They wear uniforms that, except for a small logo on the shoulder, are exactly like those of regular city policemen. They are allowed to carry weapons and to make arrests.)

The question is: What was Barry Gerson doing on that pier, far from his normal place of business in the Hall of Justice, and what was the relationship between him and the other four men? Why were they all there? And who else had been there and apparently escaped untouched?

For reasons that no one has ever adequately explained, it seems that Gerson had made arrangements to meet with John Holiday on the pier to arrest him for the murder, which had occurred the week before, of a pawnshop owner named Sam Silverman. After the event, speculation had it that Gerson had second thoughts about meeting Holiday by himself in such a remote location, and for some reason enlisted the aid of these Patrol Specials rather than regular city police officers as he drove down to the meeting spot. Whatever the actual reason, it is indisputable that some sort of ambush transpired.

In the wake of the massacre, police inspectors went into overtime. Then mayor Kathy West issued an Event Number that essentially guaranteed unlimited city funds and man-hours to investigate the slaughter. Three teams of homicide inspectors worked on the case for six weeks and came away empty-handed—no suspects and no arrests.

They did, however, uncover several provocative connections between Gerson, other members of the city’s legal community, and the Patrol Special licenses controlled by Wade Panos, brother of the victim Roy Panos. Specifically:


	Matt Creed, the Patrol Special who had discovered the theft and murder at Silverman’s pawnshop, was shot to death making his rounds within that same week.

	Also in that same week, David Freeman, a veteran attorney involved in a lawsuit against Wade Panos, was mugged walking home from work and subsequently died from his injuries.

	On the morning of the day of the massacre, Paul Thieu, a homicide inspector assigned to the Holiday case, apparently committed suicide by jumping off the roof of the Hall of Justice.

	
John Holiday’s lawyer, Dismas Hardy, was David Freeman’s partner.



In spite of all of this smoke, police discovered no fire in this neighborhood. Because the Panos Patrol Special organization provided security for the Georgia AAA Diamond Center, and because massacre victims Sephia and Rez had also been part-time couriers for Georgia AAA, inspectors eventually came to concentrate on that business’s owner, Dmitri Solon, a young Russian immigrant with a luxurious lifestyle. Solon apparently was smuggling diamonds into this country from the former Soviet Union, using the proceeds to procure drugs and launder money. The dominant theory among police inspectors was that the intimate and perhaps conflicting connections between the Panos group and recruits from organized crime syndicates in Russia may have played a significant role in the shoot-out at Pier 70. Certainly, the amount of firepower expended seemed consistent with a paramilitary organization. After the gunfight—or assassinations—the perpetrators may have used diplomatic immunity, and Georgia AAA’s Russian-built helicopter, to effect their escape.

But to this day, the crime remains officially unsolved—yet another blight on the record of what has to rank as among the most inefficient, unprofessional, and scandal-ridden police departments in the nation.

(Today’s Our Town column is Part IV of a seven-part series on unsolved major crimes over the past twenty years in San Francisco.)



IN POINT OF fact, after death threats to Hardy, Glitsky, and their children, and the murder of David Freeman, Hardy and Roake had both been participants in the gunfight that the media had dubbed the Dockside Massacre. This had left five dead people—one of them Barry Gerson, then the SFPD head of Homicide—shot up on Pier 70.

More recently, Gina had provided an alibi, under oath, that may not have been true for Moses McGuire (Hardy’s wife Frannie’s big brother and the last participant in the Dockside Massacre) during his trial for the murder of the young man who’d allegedly raped his daughter. Gina testified that on the day that the murder had taken place, she and Moses had been in bed together. And based on that alibi—which Hardy had made up and supplied to her the night before her testimony—McGuire’s jury had acquitted him.

And now Hardy, sitting on the corner of Roake’s desk, without ever consciously deciding to do so, found himself making a confession to her of his break-in at Phyllis’s apartment the previous week and the dilemma he faced regarding the facts he was now aware of but could not reveal. “I’m almost certain,” he concluded, “that she’s still, at least potentially, in some kind of trouble; but unless she confides in me, which doesn’t seem to be happening, I can’t really do a thing to help her.”

“That sounds about right,” Gina said after a slight pause. “I don’t think you have a choice. Unless you want to tell her…”

“No. That’s pretty much out of the picture. I don’t know if she’d forgive me. Hell, I don’t know if I forgive myself.”

Gina nodded. “It is a little bit outside of the playbook, I’ll give you that.”

“More than a little bit.” In a defensive tone he added, “For the record, I wasn’t spying. I really was worried about her.”

Gina held up a palm. “Hey, no judgment here. I believe you. And I’m sure you did what you felt you had to do at the time. But now what you have to do is forget about it. If she gets in trouble again, maybe you can push a little harder, get her to open up. But, for the moment, you’re just going to have to live with it.”

“That’s what I was afraid you were going to say.”

“Sorry.”

“Yeah.” Hardy pushed himself off the corner of the desk. “Well,” he said, “back to the grindstone. Good luck on those new clients.”

“I’ll get ’em, you wait.”

“I’m sure you will. Anyway, thanks for listening.”

“Of course.”

But he hadn’t yet taken a step toward the door when they both heard some commotion out in the hallway, followed by an urgent knocking and the door opening to the usually unflappable Norma wearing a look of panic. “Excuse me,” she blurted, “but there are a couple of investigators from the DA’s office in the lobby who say they’ve got a warrant to arrest Phyllis. You need to come down and…”
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INCLUDING THE BRAND-NEW presence of Farrell and Roake, the firm comprised five partners, six associate attorneys, six paralegals, eight secretaries, two mail room guys, three bookkeeper/admins, and Norma, the office manager. Of those thirty-one employees, thirteen were already gathered around Phyllis’s workstation in the lobby, all of them probably obstructing justice if one wanted to get technical, when Hardy got there.

Also present, in an unusual turn of events, were two DA investigators, whom Hardy recognized as Glitsky’s former office mates, Chet Greene and Terry Simms. Literally surrounded and obviously hostile, they’d already been drawn into some kind of engagement and interaction with the restive crowd. Hardy arrived in time to hear Greene raise his voice and show himself as every bit the asshole Glitsky had often described.

“All right,” he boomed, “I need all of you people to back off and let us do our job. So we need you to—”

Hardy raised his own voice, cutting Greene off. “What’s the problem here? You know me. I’m the managing partner of this firm and I need to know what you think you are doing here, disrupting our workday.”

“We’re here serving a warrant on this woman here. Phyllis McGowan.”

“That’s absurd,” Hardy said. “Phyllis is my personal secretary and the firm’s receptionist. She is not involved in any criminal activity. Who issued this warrant, and what for?”

Greene’s tone hardened. “Yeah, Hardy, I do know you. And I brought extra handcuffs in case you decided to act up, as Mr. Jameson warned me you might. The grand jury has indicted this woman as an accessory to murder. We have a warrant, and she’s coming with us whether you like it or not. Now, one last time: you and your people get out of the way and let us do our job, or, I swear to God, I’ll call a wagon and we’ll bring in the bunch of you.”

Hardy backed away a step and took a beat. Then, in as calm a voice as he could muster, he said, “Could I take a look at the warrant?”

Greene’s face was granite. “I don’t need to show you anything. This is an arrest warrant, not a search warrant. I don’t need to have a copy, and if I did, I wouldn’t have to show it to you.”

“I didn’t say or imply that you needed to show it to me. I’m asking as a matter of courtesy.”

Greene took his own beat, obviously trying to decide how far he wanted to take this thing. Finally he nodded. “We can do courtesy, too. Terry, show him the warrant.”

The other inspector pulled some papers from his breast pocket and reached across where Phyllis sat. Greene took them and handed them to Hardy, who scanned them quickly and then said, “Accessory after the fact? On a murder indictment?”

Greene shrugged. “If that’s what it says, that’s what it is.”

“It’s ridiculous is what it is. Phyllis, what do you know about this?”

“Nothing, sir. It’s the first I’ve heard of it.”

“The police didn’t interview you? You didn’t get subpoenaed to appear before the grand jury?”

“No, sir.”

“So this woman’s been charged without so much as being asked to tell her side of the story, and with no evidence? Please.” Hardy held on to the warrant and snapped out: “One last courtesy, Inspector. I’d like to put in a call to your boss, get to the bottom of what’s going on here.”

Greene, now a study in frustration, looked over to his partner, then scanned the hostile faces still pressed in all around them. He decided on the better part of valor. Grabbing the warrant back from Hardy, he barked, “One call.”
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